mobbed him. It reminded me of Bradman returning to th pavilion after a double century, pestered by back-slappe: and autograph hunters. The Pope must have found th: performance a considerable ordeal, but he continued da after day. On leaving, every man was given a lessc rosary.
I did not blush for shame so much on that occasion as day or two later when His Holiness held a special receptio for the Press. Our numbers had been swollen by a considei able following of hangers-on, who, with all the photographer; reporters and Public Relations officers, made a small rag time army. We were ushered into the gorgeous Hall of th Throne, and lined up round the wall, by patient, if slight! worried attendants, for presentation. When the Pop entered, however, the photographers abandoned all pretenc at decorum and made one concerted rush, jostling or another out of the way with coarse remarks. The Pope, wh had begun to speak from the Throne, made a mild depr< eating gesture, but when one impudent photographer stoo right in front of him to get a close-up a tail-coated attendar ran angrily forward and pushed the camera down. I thougl for a moment that, infuriated by the cameraman's impioi conduct, he was going to dash it against the wall.
Despite this crude and unmannerly performance the Poj came all round the room speaking to everybody in tun Some few dropped to their knees and kissed his ring, tl majority shook him by the hand. He did not know tl difference between our uniforms. Though I was wearir British battle-dress he said to me in his grave, kind voic< "American?" In other cases this mistake would not ha^ been so surprising, for some of my colleagues' uniforms we: most oddly assorted. Mrs. Packard, having no wardrobe wi1 her in Rome, arrived in khaki trousers.
We made.occasional sorties to the ever receding front • see how the war was progressing, but, more often, we: concentrating on seeing Rome in the days immediately aft the liberation. We revelled in our luck as a privileged clas free to sample the delights of Rome while Eighth Am soldiers could, at best, make only short dashes into the ci on leave.celebrations of stray G.I.s. Stunned by the uproar, mentally and physically exhausted, I sat down to write my first despatch about the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
